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That Too True play of G.B.S. was, I thought, very good. The
counterfeit me was unfortunately much nicer than the original.
Yours                                                                        T. E. SHAW.
469:   TO SIR WILLIAM ROTHENSTEIN
20. x. 32                                                                                 Plymouth
Dear W.R., I cannot 'Sir Wm. you longer. You are too
quick on your feet for a knight. Knights are mounted and
armoured figures, stately, slow, reluctant. Very heavy-father.
I'm sorry: but it's so.
Are we keeping up a brisk correspondence? I have an idea
that I wrote to you only three or four days back. It may have
been only an inchoate intention or desire, of course. If I didn't, I
thought I did.
Yet that very good book of yours1 calls for letters. You say you
would prefer praise of a picture: but the painters have made that
very difficult. Letters are a technique-less art: everybody can
write a book, good or bad: and everybody criticises books. The
plain man criticises them better than the expert. Your T.S.
Eliot is the worst of critics. Arnold Bennett almost the best.
But painting. The public have been taught that painting is
'art': a mysterious involved process of values, only to be appraised
after years of study and apprenticeship. Every ignorant person
approaches pictures along the 'literary7 road. A picture tells them
something, or fails. Everybody is ignorant of painting except the
few that actually paint. So public interest in pictures declines,
out of sheer helplessness. Every exhibition is ringed round with
notices 'Keep off the grass, unless you are a gardener'. Alas and
lack-a-day. How dare I like one of your pictures. I might be
looking at its impasto, whereas you were expressing its polyphony
or vibrato. God help the poor.
Willa Gather is exquisite, in her range. There are several
such U.S.A. women. Did you ever read any Elizabeth Roberts?
Cape publishes. She uses a broader pen than Willa Gather.
Lewis2 is a challenging mind: but it is an unhinged mind. He
jazzles me. They say that Manning is unhappy.
1 Men and Memories.               2 Wyndham Lewis.   See letters Nos. 305 and 330.